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sat the audience, eating and drinking, laughing and
talking. Most of those that had gathered there paid
scarcely any attention to the play that was going on
all the time on a small platform in the ceatre. There
were no intervals whatever. The only indication
the audience had of the close of a scene or an act
was the removal of the old scene and. putting up of
the new one in full view of the house. For instance,
while I was seated two attendants came on the stage
and removed a bed while at the same time four others
stepped up with an archway and stood holding it.
The rickshaw-man gave me to understand that the
scene had then shifted from a bedroom to a corner
by the archway in a particular street in Peking.
And while these scenes were shifted a woman sang
to the accompaniment of a peculiar flute, the shrill
notes of which still ring in my ears whenever I come
to think of it. On inquiring at the gate as to when
the play commenced and when it was likely to end, I
was told that it began the previous evening and had
been going on all night and that morning and would
not end before another day was well in. I stared at
the man in amazement and thought he was tutored
to say that for the edification of the wonder-loving
American globe-trotter, but when I returned to my
hotel and repeated to the Chinese clerk the extra-
ordinary story I was told at the theatre, he laughed
and said that I had evidently been to see one of their
shorter plays, for their ordinary play ran much
longer and it was nothing unusual for a popular play
to go on for three nights and days in succession.
Being anxious to see a little more of the interior